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of my great toes having grown into the flesh and in-
flamed it. I am at present confined by it, our first
surgeon having undertaken to cure.

I wish I could give you any satisfactory account of
my studies. I have done little at Greek. Lord Mon-
boddo's " Ancient Metaphysics," which I am reading,
carefully, helps me to recover the language; but he is
not an agreeable writer. His conversation is full of
learning, but by much too odd and positive and
acharne against modern manners. I really think my
" Hypochondriac " * goes on wonderfully well. But
how inconsiderable are both you and I, in comparison
with what we used to hope we should be ! Yet your
learning and your memoirs set you far above the
common run of educated men. And Son pittore anche
to. I too, in several respects, have attained to supe-
riority. But we both want solidity and force of
mind, such as we observe in those who rise in active
life.

My mind is at present in a state of tranquillity, or
rather good insensibility. I have neither elevation nor
gaiety; but I am easy. My father was this winter
seized with a fever: his pulse was at ninety-five, and
he was in danger ; but he has recovered wonderfully,
and is now as well as he has been for several years.
But he is sadly influenced by his second wife ; and
I cannot interfere, however galling it is to see him
estranged from me and my family.

My wife's nephews stood so much in need of my
assistance, that I have advanced between seven and
eight hundred pounds for them, which I have bor-
rowed at five per cent. A demand is now made upon
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